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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


And now, while 
the country is full 


, om, and summer 

is about to make 
its advent, we are 
reminded that 
Decoration Day 
is at hand. The 
time has come 
again to lay 
wreaths upon the 
graves of the fall- 
en heros of the 
Rebellion, and 
for the orator to 
speak and_ the 
poet to sing of 
their deeds. 





wagon-loads of flowers to the cemeteries, not 
so much out of respect to the memory of the 
soldiers, as to have the people who view the 
procession read the advertising legends on the 
sides of the wagons. On Decoration Day we 
watch the wagons go down Broadway, and 
hear the bands discourse martial strains, and 
behold the scarred veterans’ thin ranks as they 
go by. And what is the moral of it all ? 
* ” . 

Why, the moral simply is, that if you would 
cure your malaria, you must use So-and-So’s 
triplex epileptic pill; that Smith’s is the best 
place to purchase a spring-bed on the instalment 
plan; that Dr. Jones’s root-beer is a good blood- 


of song and blos- | 


But, | 

after all, it is the | 
one day of the year that is dear to the heart of | 
the trades-people. For upon this day they take | 
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TOO MUCH FELLOW-FEELING AND TOO LITTLE RESPECT FOR THE LAW. 








purifier; that the Great Central African Cloth- 
ing-Store is the only place where you can get a 
first-class ready-made suit of clothes for ten 
dollars; that in order to be thoroughly happy 
you must have a Robinson umbrella, and a cake 
of tar-soap for your head. This is what they 
call respecting the memory of the dead. It is 
what ought to be called juggling the memory 
of the dead to make business lively. Now, it is 
a great wonder that some of the tooth-powder 
people don’t have some of their advertising 
verses set up in flowers and left in the cemeteries. 
They would have them cut in the grave-stones 
for epitaphs, if they could. And, furthermore, 
the people who have no business to advertise 
celebrate Decoration Day by going to a base- 
ball match. 





* 
* . + 

We have not yet decided which is the more 
respectable, to be a member of an Irish Fenian 
Dynamite Society, or to be a member of the 
Union Club of New York City. We are in- 
clined to give the preference to the Fenian 
Society, because a large number of the mem- 
bers of such an organization do not proclaim 
from the house-tops their connection with it, 
and are not really proud of the distinction, 
however much they may pretend to be so. 
On the other hand, a member of the Union 
Club is never tired of announcing the fact, as 
if it were really a fine thing to be enrolled in 
an association that comprises so many eccen- 
| tric individuals. Mere eccentricity is not ob- 
| jectionable, but when it assumes the form of 
drunkenness, of bad language, of personal en- 
| counters in front of the club, of general bruis- 
| ing, and of other queer performances, eccen- 
| tricity becomes unpopular in decent circles. 
, This is why the Union Club is so popular and 
| its reputation so savory among its own mem- 
| bers, and a number of young men who think 
they are fashionable are moving the universe 
to enter the club, in order to emulate the acts 
of some of the older members, either by knock- 
| Ing somebody down, talking fiercely of “the 
| code,” or provoking other men to I:nock them 
down. This is why, of all the city clubs, New 











York is least proud of the Union; indeed, it 
would rather be-withotit it. 
* " * 

New York is thirsty and wants more water, 
but New York politicians seem determined that 
she shall not have it without first paying them 
tribute. It does seem hard that when the 
citizens of this great city offer to find the 
money to build an Aqueduct they should be 
prevented from doing so in their own way. 
The politicians say, “ We'll let you have water 
under a few simple conditions. This ‘ Hall’ 
must be represented in the Commission, that it 
may distribute patronage among its friends; so 
must that ‘Hall’ and the other ‘ Hall,’ for the 
same reasons. We quite understand the neces- 
sity for water, but our system of political pat- 
ronage must be preserved. Politics first, water 
afterward.”” We hope that Governor Cleve- 
land will veto the Aqueduct Bill and any bill 
that may be passed of a similar character. 
Let the Aqueduct be built by the citizens 
through their representative, the Mayor, without 
interference of John Kelly or Mr. Spinola or 
Senator McCarthy or Commissioners of Public 
Works with not the best of reputations, or of 
vulgar Aldermen, or of rural hay-seed politi- 
cians, 





The Czar is crowned—at least we trust he is. We 
trust also that he is having a grand time over in the 
Kremlin, giving dinners to his friends in honor of the 
most important event in his life, except his capture of a 
mother-in-law. The Czar is a fine fellow, at least he 
was the last time we saw him, and that was one fine day 
last summer at Coney Island. He is quite an intelligent 
man, and is fond of dogs. We take pleasure in saying 
these complimentary things about him, because he has 
said good things of us. In a letter received from him 
last week, he made pleasant allusions to our boyhood, 
and asked us if we remembered the day we threw stones 
into the hornets’ nest out in Simpson’s woods, and how 
we threw Wood’s cat down Miles’s well, and tied the 
kettle on Grimes’s dog’s tail down behind the mill. He 
also said he would rather be the possessor of a copy of 
PICKINGS FROM Puck than be crowned in the Krem- 
lin. He then ordered a copy to be sent to each military 
post, library and post-office in Russia, as a mark of his 
appreciation. PICKINGS FROM PUCK is now out, and is 
to be had of all intelligent and respectable news-dealers 
in the land for the modest sum of twenty-five cents. 
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THE TOWN TERRIER. 





the day before yester- | 


day, old Billy Gladstone 


came in and tumbled | 


over the water-bucket. 
The Princess Beatrice 
laughed immoderately. 

“ Beattie,” I said, giv- 


ing her a stern look, as | 


I convulsively clutched 
my scrubbing - brush: 
“your education has 
been very much neg- 
l>cted.” 

“ Howso ?”’ she asked, 
in amazement. 

“Your parents never 
4; paid the extra two pence 
S 2 a week,” I responded, 

- <A, . : . 

“44 with a sardonic glim- 


NY 























x 7 mer in my eye. 
A x) 4 “What for?” she 


~ ° 
Z = queried once more. 
ae —— “To learn manners,” | 
_ _—_—_ 


I sarcastically returned. 
“ You’re a dude,”’ was her Parthian shaft. 





While engaged in delivering my oration at 
the opening of the Brooklyn Bridge, Mayor 
Seth Low asked me, sofo voce, if I had a spare 
pocket-handkerchief. 

I answered in the negative. 


“But what do you want one for?” I could | 


not refrain from inquiring. 

“‘T wished only to find out,” was the at once 
frank and startling reply: “if New York men- 
about-town ever used such things.” 





The Czar is not crowned at all, nor had he 
_ and respectable institution, have, I am informed, 


the slightest intention of having the ceremony 
performed on himself. In consideration of the 
sum of thirty-seven millions of roubles, paid to 
me in trade-dollars, I consented to aet as Alec’s 
substitute—everybody knows with what result. 
What affords me the greatest amount of satis- 
faction in this matter is the fact that all the 
representatives of the great powers of the world 


have done me homage, and some of them will | 
never discover how they have been sold. How | 
could anybody dream that the real Czar was | 


safely housed in his iron-clad sub-cellar in St. 
Petersburg ? 





I feel in particularly good spirits this week, 
owing to my having, for a second time, carried 
off the blue ribbon of the English turf—the 
Derby. My horse won easily. I was my own 
jockey. The Queen presented me with an In- 
dia shawl, “ The Life of the Prince Consort” 


and sixpence, in recognition of her appreciation | 


of the victory. 





With reference to the resignation of the 
Italian Ministry, 1 gave Humbert to understand 
that he must get rid of them, or I should be 
compelled to withdraw my support from tle 
kingdom. I consented to Signor Depretis, the | 
Premier, retaining office, on condition only that | 
he eats maccaroni and pork-and-beans three 
times a day. 





As Captain Williams and myself were taking | 
a header from the Brooklyn Bridge, yesterday | 
morning, we espied Sackville West, the British 
Minister, towing with great energy.a Brooklyn 
ferry-boat. 

“Sack, old boy,’ I yelled: “have you given | 
up your posish at Washington ?” 


high and six feet broad. He has a peculiar 


| Coterie. 


temperature of the East River. The Union , 
Ferry Company offered me ten cents for the | 


|job. I want something to do; the Irish dyna- 


As I was scouring the 
=p ce floors at Windsor Castle | 
Ns > 
~~ 


mite business is not sufficient to employ my 
time. 





* Monsieur Renan,” I said to the great deist: | 
“ why do you tuck your napkin in the arm-holes | 
of your vest when you dine? That is what the | 
New York Herald says you do.” | 

Monsieur Renan executed a fas seu/, and then | 
replied: 

‘You don’t think for a moment I am going | 
to be outdone by Governor Cleveland and Os- | 
wald Ottendorfer? Grand Ecosais! not muchly, 
by my halidome!”’ 


I see that much regret is expressed at the 
death, in Siam, of the white elephant that was 
intended for Barnum’s Circus. I am responsible 
for its demise. My affection for Jumbo is. 
something more than I can say; and the thought 
that he should ever have a rival here drove me 
almost to distraction. 1 therefore put it to death 
last night by telephone. 








I went to Sunday-school with Lansdowne— 
the Marquis—who is tosucceed Lorne as Gov- | 
ernor-General of Canada. He never could 
learn his catechism. Lansdowne is seven feet 


habit of chewing bootjacks, and is never with- 
out fifty or sixty pounds of them in his pocket. 





I am glad to hear of the success of the prize- | 
fighters’ ticket at the Union Club of this city. | 
I don’t think stronger men could be chosen for 


' governors. ‘The ticket consists of Harry Hill, | 


Charles Mitchell, John L, Sullivan, Mike Cleary, | 
Jem Mace, Herbert A. Slade, Tug Wilson and | 
Paddy Ryan. How strange are human idiosyn- 
crasies! ‘Three - hundred - and - thirty members, 
who were candidates for admission to the club, 
under the impression that it was a fashionable 


now gone over in a body to the Sparkling 





I encountered Salmi Morse and Billy Shak- | 
spere, last Sunday afternoon, rolling down-hill 
in Munich, 

“Who would have thought of seeing you 
here!’ I exclaimed, with unaffected surprise. 

“Don’t give Salmi away,” said Shake, in | 
trepidation: “I wrote ‘A Bustle Among the 





' Petticoats,’ and asked Salmi to lend me his 


| 
name, as I have been dead so long that I | 
thought people might have forgotten me. What | 
fine judges your critics are—they damned the | 
play because they thought Salmi Morse wrete | 
it. If they had known that I was the real author, | 
their praise could not have been too fulsome.” | 





Strolling in the Champs Elysées, the other | 
day, I met President Grévy. 
“ Gré, old man,” I inquired: “ what are you 
up to now ?” 

“ Great scheme, my boy,” he responded, in | 
the purest French, which he and I learned to- 
gether in Hoboken: “I’m introducing lager- 


| beer as the national drink, with the idea that 


it may make the people more phlegmatic, and 
disincline them to revolution.” 





Apropos of slugging-matches, I have a piece 
of news which you shall be the first to impart | 
to the world. 

A grand exhibition has been arranged, to 


_come off at Madison Square Garden early next 


month, for the benefit of the relatives of the 


| Czar of Russia. My friend Lord Granville has | 


kindly consented to wind up with Sir Vernon | 
Harcourt. The Birmingham Buster, Champion 


Puckerings. 





THE HUMOR of the prize-ring is pretty well 
illustrated by one pugilist offering to fight an- 


| other just for fun. 





Food and Health prints an article entitled: 
“The Use of Spices; but it doesn’t say a 
solitary syllable about the clove between the 
acts. 





“ VICE AND wrong degrade us,” says some 
astute philosopher, whose name we have for- 
gotten. But a man never thinks of this axiom 
just after he has won fifty dollars at faro, 


A LEGLESS MAN writes to us to find out what 
work he is fitted for. We are ready for him. 
Let him apply for a situation as bank-cashier. 
He will enjoy the confidence of the community. 





A YOUNG LaDy who recently picked up a pa- 
per and commenced reading an article headed 
“What Jerseys Cost,” was very much annoyed 
on discovering it to be an account of a cattle- 
auction. 





Ir 1s the opinion of the average philosopher 
that the brush-boy in the barber-shop is paid a 
commission by the fashionable hatter to wear 
the binding off the customers’ tiles, and to 
work a little grease into the brush occasionally. 





“InpustTRY is the foundation of pleasure,” 
says some forgotten philosopher. ‘Therefore we 
would like to know what pleasure can be the 
foundation of the industry displayed by the con- 
vict who makes shoes from 7 A. M. until 6 P. M. 





ADVERSITY MAY borrow its sharpest sting 
from impatience; but the small boy who re- 
spects the thinker who thought and said it has 
an idea that the hornet borrowed the particular 
sting with which it endowed his neck last Fall 
from the same source. 





WE HEAR from Chicago that hogs are steady. 
They are just as steady in New York, and are 
to be seen almost any day, at dinner, putting 
their knives in their mouths, making a noise 
like a mountain-torrent when swallowing their 
soup, and sticking their table-napkins under 
their chins. 





Ir 1s at this pleasant time of the year, when 
the arbutus grows in the woods, and the gentle 
strains of the circus-band waken joy and hope 
in each poetic breast, that the small boy sits 
down in the solitude of the woods and carefully 
counts up the days that must elapse before va- 
cation time. 





Ir 1s all well enough to say with the poet 
that Truth, wherever found, will draw forth 
homage from the pure heart; but just go and 
tell a woman once that her little boy is one of 


| the direst imps in town, and see how much 
| homage you will draw from her heart, no mat- 


ter how pure it may be. 


—— 


THERE ARE many things in this cold, cold 
world that dispel our cares and make us tempo- 
rarily happy. But it cannot be truthfully said 
that a man strikes one of them when he is stand- 


_ing up in a crowded horse-car, with his last five- 


cent nickel in the change-pocket of his light 
overcoat, and at the moment the conductor 
reaches over half-a-dozen heads for it, to have 
it suddenly drop through a hole down into the 
lining of the coat, when the people are crowded 
up so tight against him that he can’t bend over, 


“Oh, no,” he answered, shaking the water | of Warwickshire, will give any man £50 to | and the perspiration begins to gush out of him 


from his hair: “TI merely wished to find out the | 


stand up to him for three rounds, 


like a Mississippi freshet. 
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FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 





No, CCLXXXIII. 
THe Czar In Moscow. 


weached Moscow, 
and so has the Czar 
of Wussia; and by 
the time these we- 
marks are wead by 
the Amerwican 
public, my fwiend 
Alexandah will ei- 
m// thah be cwowned 
> or blown to smith- 
erweens by those 
horwid fellaws, the 
Nihilists. Of course, no one would have any 
wespect faw him unless he had taken steps to 
have the cwown placed on his cwanium; but, 
judging fwom what Jack wites to me, I don’t 
think that His Majesty welishes the aw pwo- 
cess. 

In fact, I have alweady heard pwivately that, 
pwevious to the departure of the Emperwah faw 
Moscow, an explosion occurwed in his dwess- 
ing-woom, which destwoyed some of the furni- 
chah without doing any serwious damage. 

Jack—who, by-the-way, has verwy comfort- 
able quartahs in the Petwoffsky Palace—says 
that the state entwy into Moscow was quite an 
interwesting event. The imperwial pwocession 
was wathah gwand—I may say bwilliant—with 
much Orwiental magnificence. The woute was 
covered with flags, and there was a consider- 











We never speak as we pass by, 
Altho’ a tear bedims her eye; * * * 


Ya-as, Jack has | 


TUG. . 


| wable supply of stweamahs, and there were 

thwongs of people in the stweets, who appe-ahed 
extwemely enthusiastic. 
| they did not show fwantic delight at the arwival 
of the gweat autocwat, although I weally fail 
to see how the majorwity of the Wussian peo- 


government. 

The Emperwah, Jack wites, wore a gener- 
wal’s uniform, and bestwode a handsome nag. 
There were severwal generwals arwound him 
as he wode along. 


aw wepwesented Gweat Bwitain; but there is 
not the least sympathy between the two coun- 
twies. Don’t see verwy well how there can 
be. I was always opposed to the match, and 


the Gwand Duchess. 
I wathah think that it wasn’t pwecisely a aw 
love match; but Alfwed, being only a second- 


whatevah in England, was anxious to wise in 
the worid, and thought that the best way to do 
it was to ally himself with some illustwious 
weigning family. 





if 
Ii 





Howevah, the Wussian Empi-ah is a gweat 
mistake, although, of course, it is not the fault 
of the pwesent Emperwah, who is a fairly de- 
cent sort of fellaw. 

I hope he will pull thrwough all wight, al- 
though I shouldn’t be at all surpwised if he 
should not aw. 








Hg 
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The spell is past, the dream is o’er, 
And tho’ we meet, we love no more! 


I dessay these cwea- | 
| chahs were thrweatened with punishment if; 


Alfwed, Duke of Edinburwgh, and his wife | 


if a woyal marwiage, in these degenerwate days, | 
had any significance, I don’t think that Queen | 
Victorwia would have allowed Alfwed to marwy | 


wate pwince, and pwactically of no importance | 


| RULES 


| FoR THE GUIDANCE OF CASUAL VISITORS TO 
THE Puck OFFICE. 





| [Zhese Rules may be Found Useful, with Slight Altera- 
| tions, in any Editorial Office.| 
| 





ple can appwove of the tyrwannical system of | 1. 


Take up the shears and drop some remark 
about their being an “important article.” ‘This 
phrase sounds well, and will help you to think 
you have said something neat. Then you can 
look smug and complacent, which will make 
you nice and solid with the Editors. 

Il. 
‘ Ask who writes “ Fitznoodle.” 
Il. 
Read the proofs lying on the Editor’s desk. 
IV. 

Ask what is going to be in the paper next 

| week, 


| 





v. 
Inquire after the Goat and the Assyrian Pup. 


VI. 

Make a joke—the oldest joke you know— 
one of the fine old stock-pieces of American 
humor. Since you are in the office of a funny 
paper, you naturally want to show that you can 
be funny, too. Besides, how it must please the 
good Editors to be reminded of the days of 
their childhood! 


VIl. 

Sit on somebody’s desk and let your legs 
hang over. 

VII. 

Point out that there is one left-handed figure 
in last week’s centre-page cartoon. This will 
show how superior you are intellectually to the 
entire staff, Editorial and Artistic. 

IX, 
Ask how the pictures are colored. 
a. 
| Select some man to talk to who has three 
columns to get off before four o’clock. 
XI. 
Ask who writes “ Answers for the Anxious.’ 





| XII. 
| Ask if they are answers to genuine questions. 
XIII. 
Ask who Haseltine is. 
XIV. 
Tell the Editor how you think he ought to 


. run the paper. 
Xv. 

_ Tell him what you didn’t like in last week’s 
| issue, 
XVI. 

Recount a comic incident that occurred in 
your infancy. 

XVII. 
Ask if the German Puck is a translation of 
the English. 
XVIII, 
Ask why Puck is so prejudiced against Jews. 
XIX, 

Ask why Puck is so prejudiced against Irish- 
men. 

XX, 

Ask why Puck is so prejudiced against ‘Tal- 
mage. 

XXI, 

Ask why Puckx is so prejudiced against Knick- 
erbockers, 

XXII. 

Ask why Puck isso prejudiced against China- 
men. 

XXIII. 

Ask what is the circulation of the paper. 
You will observe that the Editor doesn’t ask 
you what your income is; but don’t let a little 
thing like that deter you from making yourself 
pleasant in a stranger’s office. 
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STREETS OF NEW YORK, No. XIV.—A GOLDEN OPPORTUNITY. 
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AT FOURTEENTH STREET. AT CANAL STREET. 
DOWN AT THE BATTERY. | atter—and they held a pow-wow. Then Pil- SIGNS OF SUMMER. 





I took a walk down to the Battery the other 
day. The Battery is a charming place. Very 
few people know what a lovely spot it is, or it 
would be constantly crowded with visitors. But 
while the Battery does not seem to be a place 
of popular resort with New Yorkers, it has a 
remarkable attraction for foreigners, They 
come over in shiploads every day to look at it. 
They have heard of its beauties even in the 
heart of benighted Europe. They yearn to 
gaze upon the celebrated features of Mr. Ber- 
nard Biglin and his ten-cent checks for baggage. 
They hunger and thirst after the benevolent 
ministrations of Superintendent Jackson and 
Pastor Neumann. ‘That’s why they leave their 
comfortable homes in the fatherland and come 
over here to keep beer-saloons in the Bowery, 
where the faint and weary beer is sold for five 
cents per schooner, and the case-hardened and 
scornful pretzel is given as a prize to the man 
who can drink the beer. 

While I was meandering gracefully around 
the outer battlements of Castle Garden, I be- 
held an aged pilgrim seated upon one of the 
park benches. His cap was pulled down over 
his eyes and his variegated coat was flapping 
loosely in the morning breeze. One of his 
shoes was a low-cut one and the other was a 
top-boot. There was a melancholy suggestive- 
ness of a lack of natural affinity about them. 
In fact, they were not paired any better than 
some Congressmen. 


The aged pilgrim’s bronzed and bearded | 


face wore an expression of deep, philosophical | 


rumination. His mouth also showed signs of 
rumination, and the cud within it caused his 
cheek to protrude like that of a sewing-machine 
agent in the early autumn. In his eyes there 
was a far-off, dreamful look, as if he sighed for 
the Edelweiss and Kaiserbier of his native neath. 
I approached him and, making a profound bow, 
said: 

“What do you think of the new Aqueduct 
Bill? Don’t you think an additional supply of 
water would overwhelm your soul with ecstatic 
bliss ?” 

He raised his head slowly from the ground, 
and replied: 

“ Dieser man hat ein ofen in ihrem schlaft- 
zimmer macht gefunden geworden gegeben ver- 
simlichrahtsigmehlen gehabt haben.” 

Those were his words, as nearly as I can re- 
member them. I told him I thought so, too, 
and he said I was another. Then I asked him 
if he would take a walk with me and gaze upon 
the Battery promenade, where “the breaking 
waves dashed high on a stern and rock-bound 
coast.” 

He called another philosopher, who wore a 
coat that was made after Joseph’s—very soon 





grim No, 2 hastened away, while Pilgrim No. 1 
held sweet converse with me in his native tongue 
and I talked in mine; and I’m ready to bet a 
ducat-and-a-half that I tumbled to as much of 
his talk as he did of mine. While we were 
talking’ a policeman came up to us, accom- 
panied by Pilgrim No. 2. 

“What’s der trouble hyer?” asked the cop. 

“Dieser man hat das bunko steerer bin ge- 
wesen sein,” 

When the pilgrim had fired this off, the po- 
liceman folded me to his bosom, took me down 
to the edge of the city and flung me into the 
Bay. When I struck the water I was pretty 
mad. I have not been so mad since I swal- 
lowed half-a-bottle of beef, iron and wine in 
the dark one night by mistake for S. O. P., 
and didn’t discover the difference till twas, 
alas! too late. I swore a mighty oath that I 
would leave New York forever; so I swam down 
to Staten Isiand. I am there yet. I am likely 
to be there for some time yet, unless some good 
soul will mail me a small remittance, at */,, per 
cent, payable ad hibitum. 

W. J. HENDERSON. 








BALLADE OF THE BUCCANEER. 


[ Ballade of Clément Marot.} 








Folk say we are a sorry sort, 

And truth enow they speak, God wot, 
For that we less love toil than sport, 

And who ’s no rake of us is sot. 

Friend, so were you, were yours our lot. 
Still, when the bottle ’s drained sams doubt, 

When lights are out and guests are sped, 
Made sure that no one spies about, 

I thank God for a roof and bed. 


Folk say our lives are light and short: 
Marry, they lie, and love us not. 

Where sups my gallant of the court, 
Who after comes may scrape the pot. 
So we late-comers are forgot, 

And, seeking kiss, get cuff and clout. 
Heigho! the covers o’er my head 

.I pull—whate’er I go without, 
I thank God for a roof and bed. 


Folk say—but what may this import? 
Lo, here all day fair sheets I blot; 

Nor gain wherewith the crust a quart, 
Oft-times, when this cursed thirst is hot. 
Worse fates may be (I know not what)— 

It profits naught to jeer and flout; 

And it may stand me in some stead 

If, while my marrow-bones are stout, 
I thank God for a roof and bed. 


L’ENVOI. 
Brethren, I pray ye, lord and lout, 
Bear witness what my rhyme hath said, 
When Christ comes and the judgement, shout: 
I thank God for a roof and bed! 
A. E. WAarTROUus. 





When the keeper of the rural hotel »urchases 
a new flag— 

When the man in the country nails up his 
thermometer on the front-stoop— 

When men dare each other to wear hammock- 
hats and flannel shirts on Broadway— 

When the young lady begins to swing in a 
hammock and read novels on the front-stoop— 

When the Moderation Society commences to 
think of erecting its annual free drinking-fount- 
ains— 

When the young lady makes a terrific whack 
at the croquet-ball, and, missing it, hits her 
foot— 

When the clergyman has a preliminary ail- 
ing, in order to be sent to Europe for his 
health— 

When the enterprising morning daily prints 
the recipe for the champion cholera-cure, double- 
leaded— 

When the cow bursts ruthlessly through the 
garden-gate and tramples upon the mignonette 
and coleus— 

When the man goes forth and looks at the 
flower-beds with a microscope to see if the seeds 
are coming up— 

When Boston steamboat companies enter into 
competition, and ship people to the Hub at one 
dollar per head— 

When the city residents receive from rela- 
tives in the country bunches of wild flowers 
done up in collar-boxes— 

When coal becomes so cheap that the man 
with money enough ahead thinks it the proper 
time to lay in a winter supply— 

When the days become so long that you don’t 
light the gas more than once a week, but re- 
ceive larger gas-bills than ever— 

When the peddler of wire screens comes 
around and offers to fit them into any window, 
while he denounces mosquito-netting— 

When the impecunious editor braces up and 
| offers a column of space and a forty-line read- 
ing-notice to a tailor for a flannel suit— 

_ When the confectioner advertises ice-cream 
at rates that place it within the reach of all 
' Sunday-schools that purpose giving picnics— 

When the old Shanghai rooster has one of 
his wings cut, that he may not fly out of the 
barn-yard and hold communion with the flower- 
| beds— 

And 

When the mnocent small boy lies down on 
the moist, fragrant earth, and rends the song- 
ful woodland with a woful shout, and is rent 
and girded about by a great, great pain upon 
ravenously biting into the Indian-turnip which 
a wicked companion told him was an arti- 
choke— 

Then we may know that Summer is at hand, 
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THE REASON WHY. 





’Twas not for your fairy-like figure, 
Nor yet for your angel-like face; 

’Twas not for your title of heiress, 
Nor yet for your exquisite grace. 


’T was not for those meaningless whispers 
That fell with such musical sound, 

Nor because of the envious glances 
Of wall-flowers and mashers around. 


*Twas not for the form” of your waltzing, 
Nor gleam in your dangerous eye; 

Such charms I could quickly relinquish 
Without e’er a pang or a sigh. 


For none of these things I adored you— 
Though all of an unsurpassed type—- 
But ’twas for the hair-pin you gave me 
When parting to clean out my pipe. 
C. J. H. CAssELs. 











——— | 
A MEMOIR. 





INTRODUCTION. 
, Gentle Reader. Gentle Reader, Mr. 


Mr. _, 








With the death of the subject of this memoir there passed out of 
the world a man whose career was, in many respects, most remarkable. 
In his early years he was distinguished by his singular stupidity. No 
single scintillation of infantine wit or humor was ever retailed by his 





fond parents to bored but patient friends, or was published in the “ Edi- | 
tor’s Drawer” of Hurper’s Magazine. 

His boyhood was phenomenal; for, although he ate frequently and | 
with avidity of the greenest of green apples, he never was doubled up 
with the colic. His extraordinary digestive powers also enabled him to 
remain in an upright position even after partaking heartily of surrep- 
titious watermelons, which, it may be incidentally added, he always | 
succeeded in securing not only without encountering a large bull-dog | 
with a dude-like taste for trousers, but also without confounding them | 
in a single instance with pumpkins or other delusive and disappointing 
vegetables. 

His courtship, also, derives a strange interest from the fact that 
the lady of his choice abhorred matinée entertainments and circuses, 
and had a constitutional aversion to ice-cream and soda-water. Ona 
great many occasions this eccentric youth lured his inamorata to the 
vicinity of an ice-cream saloon, and begged her, with tears in his eyes 
and untold wealth in his pocket, to enter and partake; but never with 
success. 

Owing to the fact that the lady lived in a city house, the swinging 
of no front-gate fanned his love into the conventional glow; and, since 
her old man had lost both legs in the late war, the episode of being 
kicked down-stairs found no place in our hero’s experience. Besides 
this, her brother not only had no club, but, far from wearing the regu- 
lation number sixteen shoe, had a rather small foot, of which he was 
justly proud, and was by no means truculent. 

The earlier years of Mr. ’s married life were passed in a 
boarding-house, which, during his occupation, exhibited the most un- 
precedented perverseness. Imagine his consternation, for instance, at 
finding the bed provided for him and his wife to be of extraordinary 
softness; the steak to be tender and succulent; the towels to be of 
easily appreciable size; and the spring-chicken to have been really and 
truly sprung only a few brief months anterior to its untimely decease. 
Add to this the curious fact that one of the other boarders played upon 
the cornet in such a manner as to evoke universal applause and reiter- 
ated invitations to continue his musical endeavors, and you will be able 
to form some conception of his weird environment. Only once in a 
great while would the cats in the back-yard call forth an outburst of 
mild profanity and a fusillade of toilet sundries; but even then, as likely 
as not, the dulcet strains of his neighbor’s midnight cornet would fall 
soothingly upon his ear, and with a prayer of thanksgiving he would 
allow himself to be lulled into a sweet slumber. 

Somewhat later in life he went to keeping house on his own ac- 
count, but his unlucky fate still pursued him. It seemed as if he was 
never to know the ecstatic misery of house-cleaning. He never was 
called upon to beat carpets, since an Irishman, whose time was not so 
valuable as his, was always obtainable for that purpose; and on the few 
occasions on which he was called upon to take down a stove-pipe, ‘he 
experienced, thanks to an adequate mental and muscular power, no 
difficulty whatever, and miserably failed to spill the regulation two 
quarts of soot down the back of his neck. Besides this, his mother-in- 
law, who lived with him, was a very amiable person, indeed, and of a 
yielding and submissive disposition; while his mule—which was, never- 








theless, of the fabled American variety—was never known to kick any- 


body except a local newspaper paragrapher, who had so cruelly maligned 
and lampooned her species that the act was almost justifiable. His 
goat, too, which, following alleged precedent, he had tried to rear upon 
an exclusive diet of oyster-cans and circus-posters, died on his hands at 
a very early stage of the experiment. 

Inasmuch as his marriage never bore fruit, he was spared the pater- 
nal experience of walking the floor at midnight with an unpacified and 
vociferous infant, and of incidentally stepping upon tacks, and coming 
into disastrous encounter with rocking-chairs and the like. 

And although, in the course of his married life, he occasionally 
came home somewhat late and in a condition of rather more energetic 
stimulation than is consistent with technical sobriety, he never was 
known to say that he had been at a lodge meeting, or to refer his pecu- 
liar mental condition to the untoward influence of shrimp-salad taken 
upon an empty stomach. On such occasions as he found his wife 
awake, (which was not often,) and whenever she found herself at a loss 
to diagnose his condition, (which was very seldom, indeed,) he usually 
apologetically advanced that he had “been out with the (hic) boys.” 
And inasmuch as it didn’t happen very often, and because he was so 
frank about it and she was such a sensible woman, she got into the 
habit of devoting her midnight hours to sleep instead of curtain lectures, 
and would no more have dreamed of waiting behind the door and 
whacking her inebriated spouse with a broom, than he would of coming 
up-stairs to bed with a spread umbrella, or of indulging in any other 
vagary of the drunkard of fable. 








Such was the eccentric career of Mr. —,. . Ifall 
men were like him, what wou/d become of the American Humorist ? 
F. E. CHAsE, 








lr Is a common saying that you have to go away from home to 
hear news. But it cannot be denied that there is a great deal of solid 
information lying around loose when a man goes home on Sunday morn- 
ing with an uncertain gait and his salary reduced to a suspender-button. 


Mrs. LILLIE DEVEREUX BLAKE is going to print a book entitled 


|“ Woman’s Place To-day.” We presume she will say that woman’s 


proper place is at the head of the family and the soda-water fountain; 
and that it is proper for a man to wash the dishes and sew on buttons, 
while it is not a woman’s place to chop wood and carry up coal. 





No MATTER how generous or extravagant a man may be; no matter 
how much money he may spend foolishly, there is at least one stratum 
of economy in him. He may give waiters the change, and purchase 
things without first inquiring the price; but when it comes to sending 
off a telegram, he will twist the sentence around, and leave out every 
superfluous word, and rewrite it, and do everything in his power to 
make it sufficiently short to be transmitted for a quarter. Then he 
feels proud of his frugality, and goes forth and purchases a dollar’s 
worth of cigars. 
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AN OFFICER, BEING DETAILED TO PRESERVE ORDER AT BILLY MCGLory’s, 
LAST SUNDAY EVENING, REPORTED THAT— 


















































EVERYTHING WENT STRAIGHT. 
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CZAR’S CORONATION COACH. 





FROM A SKETCH BY OUR SPECIAL TELEPHONIC ARTIST. 
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If you want te see ‘¢ The Russian Honeymoon,” you'll 
have to go to the MADISON SQUARE THEATRE to gratify 
your curiosity, while at HAVERLY’s BROOKLYN THEATRE 
the eternal «* Uncle Tom’s Cabin” is in progress, under 
the generalship of Jay Rial. Lotta, as «* Bob,” at the 
FirTH AVENUE THEATRE, depicts with inimitable vola- 
tility the wild-flower transplanted to a conservatory. 
‘*Pop!” is the particular racket at the Biyou OPERA 
House. It is brilliant, musical and funny, and Rice’s 
Surprise Party are responsible for the show. 

«« The Romance of a Poor Young Man ”’ has been re- 
vived, and is now undergoing representation for the first 
time at the new WALLACK’s THEATRE, with Mr. Os- 
mund Tearle as Manuel and Rose Coghlan as Mar- 
guérite. Miss Helen Barry’s engagement at the UNION 
SQUARE THEATRE has come to a successful conclusion; 
but we must not forget to mention that «The Ladies’ 
Battle’? was admirably played last Wednesday after- 
noon, and Miss Barry and Miss Kate Magnus made 
quite a hit in the respective parts of Zhe Countess 
@’ Autreval and Leonie. 

That the «‘ Sparks Co.,” in ‘*A Bunch of Keys, or 
The Hotel,” is at the SAN FRANCISCO OPERA HousE 
playing to crowded houses is so well known that it is 
almost a matter of supererogation to refer to it. At the 
COSMOPOLITAN THEATRE, J. H. Haverly’s Opera Com- 
pany is still to be found, busily engaged in acting and 
singing in ‘¢ The Merry War,” which has a good ballet, 
fine costumes, a military band and drum-corps, and an 
effective chorus. + 

‘‘The Amadan,” at the STAR THEATRE, has been 
withdrawn to make way for «‘ The Colleen Bawn;”’ but 
this fact does not affect the great Hermann and his new 
troupe at NIBLO’s GARDEN. Roland Reed now appears 
in Marsden’s «* Cheek,” at HAVERLY’s FOURTEENTH 
STREET THEATRE. There is no change of bill at the 
CasINO, where McCaull’s Opera Company is still strug- 
gling successfully with «* The Princess of Trébizonde,” 
with Lillian Russell, Laura Joyce, Madeline Lucette, 
John Howson and Digby Bell in the cast. 

Mr. Salmi Morse prcduced «‘A Bustle Among the 
Petticoats” at the TEMPLE THEATRE last week. It 
proved to be a comedy calculated to make the ghost of 








Shakspere feel wearied. It was magnificently set and 
well acted by Messrs. Theodore Hamilton, Frederick 
Paulding, six horses and two mules. 








LITERARY NOTES. 


The Wheelman for June has just reached us, and we 


| can only say that it seems to be rolling all around the 


country, and that it is the most wheelful, as well as the 
wheeliest periodical we ever saw. It naturally comes 
from the Hub. 





The Amateur Athlete is the official organ of the 
National Association of Amateur Athletes of America, 
the Amateur Athletic Base-Ball Association, and the 
Inter-Collegiate Athletic Association; consequently it is a 
paper that amateur athletes, and their name is legion, 
cannot afford todo without. It is plethoric with informa- 
tion. The subscription is $2 a year. 





We beg leave to express our cordial thanks to Messrs. 
Keppler & Schwarzmann for their courtesy in favoring 
us with a copy of PICKINGS FROM Puck, a work which 
contains all the literary and many of the artistic gems of 
that famous publication. No words that we have at our 
disposal could convey an idea of the intensely attractive 
character of the work. We can with confidence recom- 
mend it to every inhabitant of the United States. For 
sale everywhere. 








Answers for the Aurions. 


««PucK” rhymes with «stuck :” and stuck are those who 
send us 
Bad puns, stale jokes and poems that offend us. 
But he who forwards us a well-told story 
Is helped by Puck to gold and grub and glory. 
L. S.—No. 
ALTHEA.—No. 
W. J. L.—Send it on. 
TOMLINSON.—We can’t see it. 
L. L.—Ask the Christian at Work. 
HASELTINE.—She was at the Coronation 
CIGARETTE JIMMy.—Very good but very ghastly. 
PoTaMos.—We shall know when we see the goods. 
LILy-OF-THE-VALLEY.—Oh, take a snow-drop to your- 
self. 
Jounston.—No, dear boy, you are not there this time. 
You are, in fact, elsewhere. 
LUELLA.—You may be sweet, but that weary old jest 
won’t go down with any amount of sugar. 
ToricaL.—This is not a London music-hall; this is a 
paper. We don’t want alleged comic verses ‘to the 
tune of” anything. 
SMITH.—You are almost too funny. A man has no 
business to joke about long names when he lives in a 








town called Gananoque. 





~CORONATION NOTES. 








[From Our Special Telephonic Correspondent. | 


The Czar’s chilled-iron chest-protector has been cut up 
in small pieces to be sold as relics. 


Candles with sauce tartare were served at the Royal 
Banquet between the sherbet and the game. 





Miss Sukey Karamelovitch wore a train of surah silk, 
trimmed with slow fuse, and a dolman a la dynamite. 





The train-oil fountains which played during the day 
in Knockemoff Square were largely patronized by the 
thirsty populace. 





The Princess Mashski was universally acknowledged 
to be the belle of the ball. She wore a crépe lisse, 
shirred, looped up with percussion-caps, 





The new crown used by the Czar has a double-deck 
inside to accommodate a hot brick, which is guaranteed 
to keep any imperial head warm during the coldest days 
of anarchy. 





The Grand Duchess Iscreemski was more than charm- 
ing in a demi-train of moiré antique, trimmed with min- 
iature bombs, and boxing-gloves which buttoned up to 
the vaccination-mark. 





The Marchioness of Sallilunski danced in the evening 
with Prince Petroleoffski, who afterward performed un- 
precedented feats of valor in getting her some light re- 
freshments in the way of a little whale’s blubber. 





The schedule of prices paid to those who took part in 
the popular demonstrations was as follows: 
Cheers, plain, per doz............ 2 kopecks. 
Throwing up hat, [with risk of los- 
OE TE Bio n.ckes cesuacenue 1 rouble. 
Hilarious howls,............. «« . 2 roubles. 

“ ** encores, [extra,]...4 rouble. 
Enthusiastic loyalty. ............. 3 roubles. 
Drunk and ready to fight for the Em- 

Pi sth sar sce eseaeeneae 5 - 
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PUCK’S RURAL LOCALETTES. 


FOR THE BENEFIT OF PATENT-INSIDES. 








[ These notices will be found thoroughly trustworthy, and 
may be safely used by any country weekly.} 





School will close week after next. 





Widow Smith wears a false front. 





Go to Smith’s for your insect-powder. 





*Squire Mugby has had his dog’s ears cut. 





Reuel Murchison is having his harness mended. 





Deacon Pulsifer had a tooth extracted yester- 
day. 





After this week the 7:40 train will leave at 
7:50. 


A gypsy band passed through the town last 
evening. 








A new chimney for the blanket-factory is 
talked of. 





There was a fair attendance at the circus last 
Wednesday. 





Widow Murray dropped her spectacles down 
the well yesterday. 


The Old Maids’ Home is preparing for a 
strawberry-festival. 





E. W. Morse calls extra attention to his new 
line of pump-suckers, . 

Elija Myers will build a dog-house soon on 
the site of the old one. 





A Chinese laundry is to be opened under 
Williams’s stationery-store, 





Brother Simmons will go to Edgecourt next 
week to purchase some Jerseys. 





While ploughing, the other day, Farmer 
Jones killed a black snake four feet long. 





Crowds begin to congregate in front of the 
Mansion House. ‘This looks like summer. 





Engine Company No. 6 will attempt to squirt 
over the Liberty Pole on Decoration Day. 





While little ‘Tommy Snooks was sailing on a 
log in Green’s Pond, last week, the log rolled 
over and tumbled ‘Tommy in the water. 





Deacon Stiles returned from Lynn, last week, 
very much improved in health, and presented 
his little boy, ‘’ommy, with a magic-lantern. 





While painting the side of his house, last 
Thursday afternoon, Brother Meeks slipped off 
the ladder and knocked off one of his boot- 
heels. 





Ezra Pulsifer walked across the Brooklyn 
Bridge when in New York last, and he will tell 
‘the Sabbath-school children all about it next 
Sabbath. 





Leonard, Switchback & Noyes’s Minstrels 
will be here next week. It is the greatest min- 
strel troupe ever seen in these parts, and now is 
the time to secure seats. 





While Deacon Smith’s white horse was at 
pasture, the other day, some naughty boys 
painted him green. When the Deacon made 
the discovery he was very angry. 





The first hammock was seen yesterday on a 
Spruce Street piazza. Judge Finch’s beautiful 
daughter Eliza was in it. We understand that 
Eliza is shortly to have a yellow village-cart. 





“While Mrs. Martindale was looking out of 
the window at a circus procession, the other 
day, the breeze blew her wig off, and before 
she could recover it it was devoured by a goat. 





Little Joe Simpson fell off the roof of his 
father’s house last Wednesday; but, landing in 
the awning, he wasn’t hurt. Smiley, on Main 
Street, has a very fine assortment of awnings, 





which he is now selling at reduced rates, 
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WELL-PREPARED FARMER:—* NOW BRING ON YOUR CYCLONES!” 


RHYMES OF THE DAY. 


W.G O.A. P. 


This is the date 

To decorate, 

And now the maiden doth await 

Her lover at the garden-gate. 

The orator doth now orate, 

Each birdling seeks its little mate, 

Upon the street-stand lie in state 

Green fruits sold at a gilt-edged rate, 
The straw-hat decks the bald man’s pate, 
And now the iceman is elate. 








Now that the meadows are fresh and green— 
Now that the flowers on the lea are seen— 
Now that the birdlings their plumage preen— 
Now that the heavens are all serene— 
Now that Spring of the year is queen— 

Take quinine. 





*Tis now that we read of the rural hotel, 

Located afar in some picturesque dell, 

Where wild-flowers blow in the breeze-haunted 
shade, 

And o’er the rock tumbles a roaring cascade— 

Where all is as gay as a rapt poet’s dream, 

Or a girl who is eating strawéerries-and-cream: 

But ere you approach that hotel, prithee see 

At the end of the notice so fine—A dv, 





A CHOICE OF DUDES. 


Oh, give us the imported thing, 
With true aristocratic ring, 

The home-made ’s far too rude; 
We want the foreign, absent stare, 
The consciousness of debonair 

Which marks the perfect Dude. 


Yet, if we can’t import enough, 
We ’ll have to take for quantum suff. 
A native one or two; 
Or, to express it in a word— 
Although the notion seems absurd— 
A Yankee Dude ’II do. 
Joun ALBRO. 


ANOTHER VIEW OF IT. 


’Mongst other thoughts of youthful days, 
One thought I can recall: 

> Twere better to have loved and lost 
Than ne’er have loved at all. 


But now, at riper years, methinks 
That thought of mine would run: 

*Twere better to have loved and lost 
Than to have loved—and won. 


J. RR. 








CULTURE CAN’T SEE IT. 





Boston, Mass., May 23rd, 1883. 





| To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

| Take the advice of an old editor who has 
| been a patron of Puck from its first issue, and 
| suppress hereafter such idiotic stuff as appears 
| in your last number (324) just received, under 
the head of “ The Town Terrier.” 

A more proper heading would be 

‘‘ DREARY DRIVEL,”’ 
which could be appropriately signed, “THE 
Town Jackass,” 

Such damnable “slop” would not be given 
an appearance in the police papers. Why should 
| Puck disgust its many sincere friends by pub- 
lishing such “ rot”? 


Sincerely yours, 
R. M. HESKELL, 





Ask George Alfred Townsend.—Ep. Puck. 
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EUROPE’S OPPORTUNITY. 





: THE TOUR OF AN AMERICAN PRINCE. 


| 
| 


| 
| 








MRS. POPINJAY AND THE 
BURGLAR. 





A DRAMA OF THE NIGHT. 





ScENE I.—TZhe Popinjays’ Kitchen. Cook, Maid and 
Coachman. Hour,9 P. M. 

Cook [ yawning].—Oh, now! will yez shtop 
palaverin’ thegither behoind the clooz-bars and 
go to wurruk! I’m shure I’m tired to death of 
yer whillywallyin’s and smackin’s. Jinny, come 
and help me to iron these shirt-collars, ye lazy 
thing! Hinery, go and fetch me in some kind- 
lin’s and tind to yer chores. Here it is nine 
o’clock, and ye haven’t done a blissed thing but 
sit and howld Jinny on yer lap since tay. Bad 
cess to the both of yez! 

Jenny.—Oh! Henery! let go my hand! let go! 
you’re squeezing all my fingers out of joint. Le’ 
g-o-o! 

HeEnry.—Toopsy-woopsy tiddle-de— 

[Znter Mr. Popinjay.] 

Mr. Popinjay.— What does all this noise 
mean? Henry, have you attended to the fur- 
nace ? 

HEnry.—No, sir; I was just— 

Mr. Popinjay.—Have you bedded down the 
horses ? 

Henry.—Not just yet, sir; but— 

Mr. Popinjay.—Did you shake out that hay 
for the cow that I told you to? 

Henry.—I was going to the barn, sir, this— 

Mr. Popinjay.—No! You were going to the 
furnace. Now, mind; if I ever catch you like 
this again you get your walking-ticket. D’ye 
hear ? 

Henry [sheepishly |.—Yes, sir. 

Mr. Popinyjay [severely].—Well! 

[ Zxit Mr. Popinjay.] 

Cook [wth immense satisfaction].—How are 
yez, Hinery? 

[Zxit Henry, slamming the door.) 
Jenny.—Oh, now—Bridget! 
BrIDGET,—Well, Miss Jinny, didn’t I warrun 

yez long ago? 

Jenny.—No, you didn’t; it wasn’t five min- 
utes ago. 

BripGET.—Well, anyways, I was a-gapin’ and 
makin’ a noise wid my fut for two hours. 





Jenny [troning].—Oh, Biddy, you are a queer | 
old girl! [Sgs.] Hi-did-a-tiddy-hit-a-diddy! 

Bridget looks up, uncertainly, and resumes her ironing 
with a thoughtful expression. Jenny suddenly drops her 
iron and starts from the table. 

Jenny.—Mercy! I forgot to bring down the 
beans to soak! 

BripDGET [somewhat bewildered].—What sook ? 

Jenny.—The beans—for breakfast. 

BriDGET.—Oh, the banes, ye mane! Run up 
in the stoor-room, like a good gurrul, and bring 
down a quart av ’em. 

[Exit JENNY; but presenily returns with headlong 
haste and no beans.] 

BRIDGET.—Jinny, what is the matter av ye? | 

Jenny.---Oh! oh! there was a mouse—a great | 
big— O-o-h! 0-0-h/ 

BrIDGET—A mouse? Ugh! ugh! Did he git 
up yer skirruts, darlin’ ? 

JENNy.— Oh /—don’t speak of it. He run one 
way, and I run the other. Oh, Henery, how you 
scairt me! 

[HENRY passes sullenly through the room, and goes 
down-cellar.) 

Biddy, dear, won’t you go up with me for 
the beans ? 

BripGET.—Hinery— 

Jenny.—Oh, Henery won’t do anything. He’s 
mad, 

BripGET.—Well, darlin’, I will go up wid yez 
and carry the cat undher me arrum. Kitty, 
Kitty—come, Kitty. Now, be jabers, we’ll see 
if the mouse Il go up our skirruts, Jinny! 

Jenny and Bridget go up-stairs to the store-room. 
Bridget marches in first, with the cat; Jenny tip-toes to 
the bag of beans, holding up her skirts with one hand. 

BripGET.—Have ye got the banes, Jinny ? 

Jenny.— Yes, I’ve got ’em; come! 

BripGEtT.—Did ye see the mouse, Jinny ? 

Jenny.—No., not yet; come! 

BRIDGET.— Well, now, that’s too bad! Jinny, 
sh’pose we lave the cat here all night to catch 
the thafe? Would the mishtriss be displased, 
think yez ? 

Jenny.—Oh, I guess not; come! 

BripGET.—Kitty, bedad, now kape still and 
catch the thafe o’ the wurruld! 


Bridget places the purring cat on the floor; the girls 





go silently out, closing the door, and return to the 
kitchen. 


ScENE II.—S'ceping-apartment of Mr. and Mrs. Popin- 
jay, at the end of the hall leading to the store-room. 
Hour, midnight. Snoring. Suddenly a terrible 
crash echos through the house. srs. Popinjay jumps 
Srom her pillow with a scream, Mr. Popinjay emus 
a gurgling snort and turns over. 

Mrs. PopinyjAy.—Socrates! Socrates // 

Mr. Popinjay [indistinctly],—Whajewa— 
[Zhe sound blends with a snore.] 

Mrs, PopinjAy.—Socrates! Socrates! wake 
up! 

[She punches him.]} 

Mr. PopinjAy.—Whasmatter—whajewant— 

Mrs, Popinjay.—Sh! sh! TZhere’s a burglar 
in the house, Didn't you hear him break through 
the window ? 

Mr. Popinjay.—Burglar, eh? Whajeburgl- 
wa— 

[Mr. Popin Jay resumes his dream.] 

Mrs. Popinjay [shaking him]. — Socrates! 
didn’t you hear that awful crash ? 

Mr. PopinjAy.—Awful crash, eh ? 
sumftumblcatsumf— [Svores.] 

Mrs. PopinJay [i @ “errible whisper).— Socrates 
K. Popinjay ! 

Mr. Popinjay.—Oh, hum—whajewant, any- 
way ? 

Mrs, PopinJAY.—Are you a man, or are you 
a log, Socrates Popinjay? I tell you there is a 
burglar in the house! I heard him break through 
the window. I can hear him prowling around 
now. ‘There—listen! 

Some rustling sounds are heard from the direction of 
the store-room. 

Mrs. Popinjay.—Quick,. Socrates! Get up 
and speak to him. He wil! steal all our new 
silver, and murder every one of us! 

Mr. Popinjay [now thoroughly awak |,—I—I 
guess it’ll be just as well for us to stay in bed. 
I—I guess he won’t find the silver. 

Mrs. Poprnjay.—Socrates Popinjay! are you 
afraid P 

Mr. Popinjay.—Keep still—keep still, can’t 
you! He’s coming this way. 

“Mrs. Popinjay.—- Socrates Popinjay, I’m 
ashamed of you, Jam. [A/oud.] Ahem! ahem/ 
Vl let him know that somebody ’s awake here, 
anyway. [A dead silence prevails.| ‘There, now, 
I know he’s gone down-stairs after the silver. 
Oh, Socrates, are you a man? 

Mr. Popinyjay [reassured].—Pshaw! I tell you 
it’s only the cat. Lie down and go to sleep. 

Mrs. Popinjay.—The ca¢/ Mr, Popinjay, the 
cat is shut down-cellar every night. 

Mr. PopinjAy.—Well, then, it was a mouse. 

Mrs. PopinjAy.—A mouse/ How could a 
mouse make such a crash as that? ‘There— 
hark! I know that is the silver rattling. Mr. 
Popinjay, if you don’t get up and put on your 
trousers and go down-stairs / shall do it, mind 
you! 

Mr. PopinjAy.—Oh, come now—don’t be 
foolish. 

Mrs. Popinjay.—Mr. Popinjay, are you go- 
ing to get up, or are you not? 

Mr. Popinjay.—I am zof, Mrs. Popinjay. I 
don’t propose to traipse around the house in 
my night-clothes and catch my death of cold 
because the cat is loose, mind you that! 

Mrs. Popinyay.—Well, then, Mr. Popinjay, 
you may stay in bed, I have my opinion of 
you ! 

Mrs. Popinjay crawls out of bed and gropes around 
for the matches. Finds them and lights a small hand- 
lamp. Goes out into the hall and creeps slowly to the 
head of the stairs. The carpet makes an intolerable 
rustling under her bare feet. 

Mrs. PopinjAy.-——Ahem! ahem! 

Mr. Popinjay.— Better come back to bed! 

No answer. Presently the sound of the cautious feet 
is heard on the stairs. In a few moments there is silence, 
and then another akem/—this time very much feebler 
and less aggressive. Soon the rustling steps are heard 
again—returning. 

Mrs. Popinjay.—Socrates, he’s down there! 

Mr. Popinjay.—Well, why didn’t you go 
ahead, then? 


Heard- 
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Mrs. Popinjay.—Go ahead! You 
great cowardly man! Liet’s see you get 
up and go as far as the head of the 
stairs. 

Mr. Popinjay.—I don’t propose to 
get up at all, Mrs, Popinjay. I ain’t 
quite so big a fool as you are. Coming 
back to bed? 

Mrs. Popinjay.—Yes, sir, 1 am com- 
ing back to bed. The burglar can have 
all the silver in the house for aught of 
me, /haven’t got to pay for a new set. 
Huh! tell me you aren’t frightened! 
Your face is as white as the pillow. 

Mr. Popinjay quickly turns his back to his 
wife, with a contemptuous sneer. She sets her 





BEFORE. 





This man, stumbling over a copy 
of London Punch, which had been . 
carelessly left exposed — 


“Do I understand that you intend to 
sully your one-head administration by 
refusing to make this bridge-celebration 
a success ?’? howled the enraged tramp: 
“ Are you going back on the people of 
Brooklyn to such an extent as that? I 
think not. I am sure not. Just say you 
will hand me a sandwich and a glass of 
beer through the window, and I'll give 
you an hour-and-a-half of the purest elo- 
quence youever listened to.” 

“Go away,” pleaded the Mayor: “I 
want to work, and I haven’t any time to 
fool with you. Go away!” 

“Tl make it two hours for a sand- 
wich and two glasses of beer handed me 








lamp down on a chair near the door, turns it, 
as she supposes, quite out, and then crawls into 
bed and covers up her head. Both lie and listen intently 
for some minutes. Finally a board creaks out in the hall 


—as boards will after they have been trodden on in the , 


night. Mrs. Popinjay cannot resist the horrible fascina- 
tion. She uncovers her head and looks out. There, right 
in the doorway, appears to her distended eyes a slender 
gleam of light, like that escaping from a dark-lantern. 
A terrific scream causes Mr. Popinjay’s blood to freeze 
in his veins. 

Mrs. Popinjay.— Oh, Socrates, Socrates! 
help! He is coming into the room! 

Mr. Popinjay tears himself from his wife’s grasp, rolls 
out upon the floor, and crawls precipitately under the bed. 

Mrs. Popinjay.—Oh, Mr. Burglar! Mr. Burg- 
lar! Please go away! You can have all the 
silver in the house, and there’s lots of money in 
the desk in the library. Only please, p/ease spare 
our lives! Oh, please, dear Mr. Burglar. Oh, 
do,now. Don’t kill us, Mr. Burglar! 

The faint flicker of light continues immovable, sul- 
lenly, threateningly immovable. Mrs. Popinjay renews 
her supplications, and keeps them up for several minutes. 
Then she subsides, and wonders why the light doesn’t 
move. Finally, it seems to her that it is rather low down 
for a burglar to carry a dark-lantern. Could it be—can 
it be—the thought is heavenly! A sickening smell of 
charred wick fills the room. Mrs. Popinjay puts one foot 
out of bed—the light does not stir; she puts two out—it 
is still stationary. Then she rises, gropes toward it, puts 
her hand upon it. 

Mrs. Popinjay.—It is—it is my own lamp, 
Socrates! 





Scene II].— The kitchen. Very early in the morning. 
The Cook pouring kerosene-oil on the kindlings in 
the stove. Enter Mrs. POPINJAY, very pale, in a 
wrapper. 

Mrs. Popinjay.—Oh, Bridget, you don’t 
know what a scare I had last night! 

BripGet.—A scare, ma’m? Who scared yez, 
ma’m ? 

Mrs Popinjay.—Why, a burglar broke a 
window and got into the house, and such a 
racket you never heard in your life. But he 
didn’t take a thing. [ve been all around and 
can’t find a thing missing. I must have fright- 
ened him away. I got up in the night, Brid- 
get, and went half-way down-stairs after him! 

BripGET.—Oh, ma’m, how brave! But did 
yez foind the broken windy ? 

Mrs. PopinjAy.—I declare! I didn’t think 
to look. But I will go now, Bridget. 

[Relurns presently.] 

Mrs. PopinjAy.—There isn’t a broken win- 
dow in the house! 

BRIDGET [ from force of habit].—It must have 
been the cat, ma’m. 

Mrs. Popinjay.—The cat? I thought the 
cat was shut down-cellar every night ? 

[Bridget regrets exceedingly.] 

BRIDGET.—Oh, ma’m, I must be afther makin’ 
a little opology, ma’m, It was mesilf and Jinny 
shut the cat into the stoor-room lasht night, to 
catch a great big thafe of a mouse, ma’m, and 
be the howly prophets, I niver thought of her 
again till this very minute, ma’m! 

Mrs. PopinjAy.—The cat in the store-room ? 
How dared you, without my permission! Oh, 
that accounts for it—that accounts for it. 

Mrs. Popinjay ran hastily up-stairs, followed by Brid- 
get, imprecating and wringing her hands. They opened 


the door, and out walked the cat, purring, with upright 
tail and every indication of extreme satisfaction. Under 
one of the shelves lay a large platter smashed into a 
| dozen bits, and near it the broken pieces of a student- 
lamp shade. 
| Mrs, Popinjay.—Oh, Kitty, Kitty! you little 
| realize the cost of what you have done this 
night. It has shortened my life by many years, 
_ 1 know, and sprinkled your dear master’s head 
with gray! 
' BRIDGET [weeping].— Oh, ye thafe of the 
wurruld, ye thafe of the wurruld! 
PAUL PASTNOR. 








O chilling breeze, 
Don’t freeze 
Our knees, 

Don’t make us wheeze, 
Oh, please! 
Or sneeze: 

The Doc’s decrees 
For these 
Will tease 

Till he agrees 
To seize 
His fees.—Syracuse Herald. 


AN UNAPPRECIATED ORATOR. 


“ Great bridge!”’ observed a frightfully dilapi- 
dated individual, forcing his way into the 
Mayor’s sanctum, and penetrating that official 
with a fiery glance: “In my judgement, sir, the 
bridge could never have been possible under 
any than a one-headed government. What 
nation has ever put up a bridge of that magni- 
tude? None, sir! What State ? What other city 
has done it ? I still reply, none, sir! Rising from 
the water like Amphitrite, it pierces the air like 
the eagle, defying both elements, and records 
with its shadows the time when one-headedness 
took its birth to mark an era in the tide of 
municipal governments, How does that strike 
you ?”” 

“It strikes me as nonsense,” retorted the 
Mayor: “ What do you want, anyway ?” 

“T want to make a speech at the celebration. 
If you don’t like that style, look at this: ‘ Be- 
neath its span the rippling years of the ages 
will sweep, while from its frowning towers smile 
the welcomes of epochs yet to come! The 
crown of eternity rests upon its head, a fit 
diadem in the wreath that glorifies the grandest 
enterprise ever intrusted to the intellect of 
Man!’ Can you suggest any improvement on 
that ?”” 

“It’s all bosh!”’ exclaimed the Mayor: “We 
have made all our arrangements for speakers, 
and we don’t want any more!”’ 

“But suppose some of your talent should 
fail!’ persisted the orator: “You had better 
have me there, in case you run short. 


can’t tell what may happen. Give me a front 
seat at the table, and command me at any mo- 
ment.” 

“Don’t want you at any price,” growled the 
Mayor: “You can’t get in, and you'd better 
get out.” 





It does | 
n’t cost anything to have me on hand, and you | 


out of the window, and won’t say a word 
about coming inside.” 
“Put that man out!” roared the Mayor: 
“Come in here, somebody, and take him-away!” 
“T?ll knock off the sandwich!” persisted the 
seedy man: “Make it two glasses of beer for 
a two hours’ speech!” 


him to the door. 

“That comes of a one-headed government,” 
muttered the tramp, as the policeman hustled 
him along: “ Look here!’’ he shouted, as he 
made a stand on the mat: ‘I'll tell you what 
[Pll do! Make it one glass of beer, payable 
now, in advance, and I’ll give you two-hours- 
and-a-half, even!” . 

But Brooklyn is not short of oratorical talent 
when there is beer on hand, and the last and 
most generous offer of all was declined without 
the slight formality of rendering thanks, — 
Brooklyn Eagle, 


“THIS am a very wicked world,” sighed Un- 
cle Jo, a negro who does duty about the city 
with a buck and saw. 

** Why so, Uncle Jo?” 

“Well, you see, I hab been keeping account, 
the last week, ob how many times I hab been 
beaten in my business transactions, and the re- 
sult am perfectly astonishing. Ob six men I 
worked fur, three ob dem beat me like ebery- 
thing; de grocery-store man beat me seben 
times, and a boot-and-shoe-man sold me a dol- 
lar pair ub shoes fur two dollars.” 

“That was a very bad week, indeed, Uncle 
Jo; but didn’t you find anyone that was per- 
fectly honest ?” 


five-dollar gold-piece for a penny.” 
“I suppose you gave it back to him, Uncle 
Oo ?”? 
“Why, ob course I didn’t. D’ye s’pose Iam 
going to get beat all de while, and den lose 
| such a chance as dat ?”—Detroit Post. 


CASTORIA. 
How babies stomachs once did sour, 
How doctors physicked by the hour, 
How mothers cried, how they mauled, 
How babies kicked, how they squalled, 
‘Lill sweet CASTORIA cured them all; 
No babies now who bawl—O CASTORIA. 











If not troubled with skin diseases yourself, mention 
Swayne’s Ointment to some iriend, and receive thanks. 


THEY DON’T RECOMMEND IT. 

If you want to know all about the utter worthlessness 
of the work done by the Durham House Drainage Com- 
pany consult the nearest plumber, but if you prefer to 
form your own opinion call or send for a pamphlet to 
No. 187 Broadway. 


‘«*PICKINGS FROM PUCK.” 
64 Pages, Puck Size. Over 300 Illustrations. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 
pas By Mail to Any Part of the World, 7hirty Cents. 


NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 

To insure prompt attention, Advertisers will please 
_ hand in their copy for new announcements or alterations 
at least one week ahead of the issue in which they are to 
appear. PUBLISHERS Puck. 

















*T would have been better for the Czar 
Had he not been crowned as Emperors are, 
But had gone to 118 Nassau 

For an Espenscuerp hat of silk or straw. 


A policeman took him by the neck and led ~ 


“Oh, yas; dar was one man who paid me a. 
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HERE IS BUT 
ONE GENUINE 


ESSENCE OF 


Jamaica GINGER 


in the market, and 
that is 


Fred k Brown $ 


PHILADELPHIA. 


All others are Imitations or 
made to sell on the reputation 
of the ORIGINAL, and ma 
do harm, while FREDERIC 
BROWN’S, PHILADELPHIA, 
will always be a blessing in 


SPRINC, 
SUMMER, 
AUTUMN, 
&e WINTER. 


Inall STOMACH DISORDERS, 

For SLEEPLESSNESS, 

For SUDDEN CHILLS, 

When Drenched during the 
EQUINOX, 

When Cold in WINTER, 

When Distressed in SUMMER 


buy a bottle of your Druggist 
or your Grocer for 50 Cents, 
(insist on having the GENU- 
INE given you—FREDERICK 
BROWN’S, PHILADELPHIA,) 
and you will secure an article 
which will serve you well— 
ALL THE YEAR ROUND. 











VAM" hae le ees 


for the Million. 


The largest assortment in the World from the euaiten to the largest 
size in Solid Gold, Silver, and Nickel Cases, from $6 to $150—all 
reliable and each "fully warranted. Chains, Rings, Lace Pins, Ear- 
rings, Bangle Bracelets, Cuff Buttons, Studs etc., at prices in Teach 
ofall. Also, bargains in Diamonds. 

An article of Jewelry is the most suitable gift for a lady or gentle- 
man, and this is the best place to buy it. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 
Price list free. 363 Canal Street, New York. 


NICOLL The Tailor. 


S20 BROADWAY, 
And Nos. 139 to 151 Bowery, New York. 


BrAncH STORES IN ALL PRINCIPAL CITIES. 
SPLENDID STOCK OF 
IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC WOOLENS. 


Pants to order .......... 5 to $10 
Suits to order.. “83 $ $33 


Samples and Sean eonseuemene chart wet on application. 


$66 &: a “rT in your own town. Terms and $5 outfit free. Address 
Hatiett & Co., Portland, Maine. 














AT a recent Southern camp-meeting the elo- 
quent divine said: 

“The wheels of the righteous shriek and 
groan as they toil up the hill of salvation and 
over the ruts of temptation and the bridge of 
damnation, and have to scrowdge pretty lively 
to get up at all; but the sinner, with greased 
wheels and flying colors, slips down to tarnation 
like a dose of oil, with a rip and a whizz, and 
raises no dust whatever.” 

Now, who says oratory is a lost art >—Zzf. 


The N. Y. Sunday Courier's Opinion. 

PICKINGS FROM PUCK, a handsome 64-page volume, 
bearing on its face the well-known figure of the plump 
and rosy boy, and filled from cover to cover with the 
brightest fancies and cleverest sayings of that frolicsome 
urchin. Such, in brief, is PICKINGS FROM PUCK, just 
issued from the office of Keppler & Schwarzmann. The 
good things in the new book have been selected from the 
columns of Puck. They are from the pens of H. C. 
Bunner, B. B. Vallentine, R. K. Munkittrick, Arthur 
Lot, W. J. Henderson, A. E. Watrous, Paul Pastnor, 
Bret Harte, V. H. Dusenbury, ?. P., Kit Adams, and other 
bright writers with whom the American public are fami- 
liar. There is an astonishing amount of good reading- 
matter in the PICKINGs, not to mention the pictures by 
Keppler, Opper, Gillam, Wales and others. The price 
for all this comic sweetness is only twenty-five cents. 


A FEw nights ago the Rev. Charles Steck, of 
the Evangelical Lutheran Church, made his dé- 
but at Indiana, Pa., as Hamled and Richelieu, 
Evidently the reverend gentleman didn’t feel 
well, or he would have also tackled Ofhello, 
Richard IIT, Shylock and a few more of those 
amateur characters, and made a night of it. 
Still, Hamlet and Richelieu for a first appearance 
is doing pretty well.—orristown Herald, 


Yonkers Gazette. 

PICKINGS FROM PUCK illuminated our sanctum Thurs- 
day with its sunny presence. It is a sixty-four page 
compilation of many of the best things from the files of 
Puck, wherein some thirty-four writers and seventeen 
artists are represented. For an early summer mental 
tonic there is no better preparation in the market, and 
we advise all our readers to procure a dose. Price only 
twenty-five cents. Administered by all news-dealers. 


“Pm so glad,” said an elderly lady in a Pitws- 
burgh street-car yesterday: “to see by the pa- 
pers that Mr, Brady has been hung, and with- 
out any fuss, too. Now we will hear no more 
about that awful Star Route trial.” —Pitésburgh 
Telegraph, 

News from the World. 

Messrs. Keppler & Schwarzmann have issued an oc- 
tavo volume of PICKINGS FROM PUCK, a collection of 
pieces in prose, poems and pictures from the recent is- 
sues of their comic weekly. 


New Yorkers might have very easily raised 
that two-hundred-and-fifty-thousand dollars for 
the pedestal of the Bartholdi statue if they had 
only given out that it was to be a statue of Sul- 
livan or Harry Hill.— Boston Post. 


What the New York Herald Says. 
PICKINGS FROM PUCK, just published, is full of good 
things, 


Angostura Bitters, the world-renowned appetizer and in- 
vigorator, imparts a delicious flavor to all drinks and cures dys- 
pepsia, diarrhoea, fever andague. Try it, but beware of counter- 
feits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the genuine Angostura, 
manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 


asmumeent"G ye lace bene Street, N.Y. 
COLUMBIA BICYCLES. 


Thousands in daily use by doctors, lawyers, 
ministers, editors, merchants, &c., &c. Send 
c. stamp for elegantly illustrated 36-page Cata- 
ogue to 


KD 
ZN - THE POPE MFG. Co., 
GI ay 575 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
New York RipinG-Scuoo , 214 E. 34th St. 
y fortune, oe 


AGENT Ss: fit worth $10 tr ree. Address BE 
RIDEOUT ¢ CO. io barclay Se a. z 


Den en Office. 
ae PHILIPPINE, DIEFENBACH- 
162 W. 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th ‘Aves., New York. 
































**Towemy 
Restoration 
to Health 
and Beauty 
to the 
cu TICURA 

REMEDIES. 


Testimonial of a Bos 
ton.lady. 





ISFIGURING Humors, Humilating Eruptions, Itching Tor- 
tures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the CuticurRA REMEDIES. 

CuTicuRA REsOLveNT, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. 

1cuRA, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier an/ Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared from Curticura, is indispensable in treating Skin 
Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Sunburn, and Geonsy 
Skin. 

Cuticura Remepies are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 ce*ts; Soap, 25 cents; 
Resolvent, $1. PotTer LruG Anp CHEMICAL Co., Boston, Mass, 


» Ast Theat al teauors) 


in every 
City in thev. S$ to Sell our 


, CHECK CIGAR. 


a“1Oc. Smoke for , * 
: = Attractive advertising 

ees 2 | matter free. One profit 

j ry x OX SS saved to the retailer. 








ora 25c. we will send 
smoker in_the 


v8, postpald. ,assample,§ CH CHECK C K'CIGARS, 


THE ORGUINETTE 








IS THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC-PRODUCING IN- 
STRUMENT IN THE WORLD. 


IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 


IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS! 

Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed Organs may all be seen 

operating mechanically as Orguirettes, Musical Cabinets, and 


Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world. 


No. 8381 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts. NEW YORK, 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co. 


Sole Manufacturers and Patentees. @@ Send for Circular 


THE BRADLEY 








ROAD ) CART 


No. 4 or Phaeton Cart. 
we — make — witi skeleton bodies, just the thing for joz- 
ging trotters or breaking coits, Our No. 3} or Single Park 
Cart is used very extensively by Gentlemen Drivers in sperd- 
ing on the road or track, weighs 100 1Ls,, and as handsomely 
BHnisued as the finest carriage, 


FIVE STYLES Prin So o BO. 
em First-Class in every respect, and everybody likes them- 
Send for Illustrated Price List. 


BRADLEY & CO. SZ28°0E%:2 


40 New and Beautifai CHROMO CARDS, 








name in New T: pe, ard an ELEGANT 48 nace, Gilt 
Bound FLORAL AUT“GRAPH ALBUM, all 


for 15cts, SNOW & CO., Meriden, Conn. 
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PUCK. 





ARMY OFFICER’S TESTIMONY. 


Captain Josepu L. Haypen, residing at No. 924 Fourth Street, 
South Boston, Mass., formerly captain in the army, now with the 
Walworth. Manufacturing Company, South Boston, writes, « pril 
28, 1883: ‘‘ While living in Cambridgeport, my wife was afflicted 
with terrible pains in her back and sides, accompanied with great 
weakness and loss of appetite. She tried many so-called reme- 
dies without avail, growing rapidly worse, when her attention was 
called to Hunt’s Remedy. She purchased a bottle from Low- 
ell’s drug-store, in Cambridgeport, and after taking the first dose 
she began to feel easier, she could sleep well, and after continu- 
ing its use a short time the severe pains in her back and side en- 
tirely disappeared, and she is a well woman, Many of our rela- 
tives and friends have used Hunt’s Remedy with the most gratify- 
ing results. I have recommended it many times, and as many 
times heard the same story. Hunt’s Remedy is all that is claimed 
for it, and a real blessing to all afflicted with kidney or liver 
trouble.” 

MADE A MAN OF HIM. 

Mr. C. O. Wueeter, No. 23 Austin Street, Cambridgeport, 
Mass., makes the following remarkable statement. On April 27, 
1883, he writes as follows: ‘‘I have been troubled with kidney 
disease for nearly twenty years. Have suffered at times with ter- 
rible pains in my back and limbs. I used many medicines, but 
found nothing reached my case until I took Hunt’s Remedy. I 
purchased a bottle of A. P. Gleason, 630 Tremont Street, Boston, 
and before I had used this one bottle 1 found relief, and continu- 
ing its use, my pains and weakness all disappeared, and I feel 
like a new man, with new life and vigor, Hunt’s Remedy did 
wonders for me, and I have no hesitancy in recommending it to 
all afflicted with kidney or liver diseases, as I am positive that by 
its use they will find immediate relief. - You may use this letter in 
any way you choose, so that the people may know of a sure med. 
icine for the cure of all diseases of kidneys and liver.” 


(OCRA 


(HEARSONS | PATENT US A.) 





DESK 
$100 
SIZE 


A reservoir Penholder, carrying a aon pen and sufficient ink 
for many hours’ continuous writing. Ready for instant use with- 
out adjustment. Non-corrodible pens, changeable at pleasure, 
fine, medium, or broad, 40c. per box. 

Fitted with Palladium Pen, iridium-pointed, $2.50. 

N.B.—The Anti-Stylograph is not a Stylograph or point-writer, 
but a true PEN with nibs, to suit all writers. It preserves all 
the usual characteristics of the handwriting, and may therefore 
be used for shorthand or signatures. 

MAY BE HAD OF ALL STATIONERS. 
Sole Licensees and Manufacturers, 


THOS.DE LA RUE & CO. 


NEW YORK. 


POCKET 


$100 
SIZE 














LONDON. PARIS. & 








RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 


Sale ents for 


Ayala-Chateau d’Ay 


NATURAL GNES. 
o Huedeshelm, is Wi wees 

aren & Co., Bordeaux, Clarets. 

Roullet & —_ Cognacs, 


TAUN 

















ate oth lal 


STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 


HERCULES MALT WINE 


The most efficacious, delicious, and 
PUREST EXTRACT of MALT in 
existence, an unexcelled remedy for 
INDIGESTION, MALNUTRI- 
TION, and DEBILITY; a thorough 
restorative for ENFEEBLED PER- 
SONS, CONVALESCENTS, 
NURSING MOTHERS, and Chil- 
dren of Delicate Health. 

Sold by all druggists and fine gro- 
cers. 25 cents per bottle. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with st .mp to 
H,. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 


















REFERRING to the recent celebration of the 
anniversary of the battle of San Jacinto, a 
Corpus Christi paper says that there was much 
rejoicing in the interior. ‘That’s the place to 
put the beer if you want to make the interior 
rejoice. You didn’t expect the people to make 
a lotion of the beer and rub it on the outside 
of their stomachs, in honor of the Mexican 
despot and his hordes, did you?— Zexas Sifhngs. 

Chaff from Detroit. 

The great question before the American people to-day 
is not who will be defeated for the Presidency in ’84, nor 
who smote the mythical William Q. Patterson, but who 
hasn’t seen PICKINGS FROM PUCK, just issued by Keppler 
& Schwarzmann. That’s the way Puck starts off a read- 
ing notice, and we’re going to write one of the same 
kind, if we darn please. PicKINGS FROM PUCK was 
gouged out of back-numbers of Puck with a quill tooth- 
pick that cost a nickel, and sells for twenty-five cents a 
number, which gives a profit of twenty cents sterling. 
It contains nearly all the wappy-jawed poetry and hints 
for the farm and household that have appeared in PUCK 
since the leaves began to turn, and is warranted to be 
rough on rats. Among other masters of pathos who 
have contributed to P. FRoM P. are R. K. Munkittrick, 
V.H. Dusenbury, Bret Harte and O’Donovan Rossa, 
Chromos are furnished free of charge by Keppler, Opper 
and Gillam, who are known from Baffin’s Bay to Skow- 
hegan, Persia. See PICKINGS FROM Puck and die happy. 
—Detroit Chaff. 

AN Illinois man got a divorce from his wife 
because she fed him on cod-liver-oil for break- 
fast and bought a piano which she did not 
know how to play. If the latter offense is to 
become ground for divorce, we shall all be 
turned out into the green pasture of single 
blessedness.—Hartford Post. 


A Boston Blessing. 

PICKINGS FROM PucK.—Our genial little friend Puck, 
mindful of the need of relaxation and rational humor as 
the warm weather is coming upon us, has sent out in 
sixty-four pages a large quantity of the richest pickings 
from his weekly issues for the past season, comprising 
several hundred humorous illustrations, with correspond- 
ingly witty reading-matter, all done up in richly illumin- 
ated covers. This will form a most genial companion 
for idle moments.— Boston Home Fournal. 

CHARLES A, DANA says competent editorial 
writers on New York papers receive from $150 
to $200 per week. They have to pay a man 
pretty heavy to induce him to remain in that 
city. Even editorial writers have some self-re- 
spect.—Lowell Citizen, 

Praise From Porkopolis. 

PICKINGS FROM PUCK is out, and for sale by news- 
dealers everywhere. It contains the choicest ‘ pieces, 
poems and pictures” that have been printed in pretty 
and preéminently perfect PuCK.—Cincinnati Saturday 
Night. 

A COLORED woman in Alabama fastened her 
teeth in a mule’s nose and hung on until he 
carried her eighty rods, and yet there are no 
medals for colored heroines.— Detroit Free Press. 


Voice of New York Daily News. 


Like brave General Wolfe at Quebec, PIcKINGS FROM 
Puck has taken the town. 





*,* Diseased kidneys and costive bowe:s are tor- 
mentors. You should know that Kidney-Wort acts 
on these organs at the same time, causing them to 
throw off the poisons that have clogged them, and 
so renewing the whole system. 





“OPERA BOXES.” 
Beautiful set of Jmported Cards, by > e pangs of two 3c. 
stamps. WHITING, 50 Nassau St., 


DECKER 


MATCHLESS PIANOS; 
33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 











AMERICAN STANDARD 


BILLIARD AND POOL TABLES, 


New and Second-hand, at Low prices and on easy terms. 


Warerooms: 900 BROADWAY Corner 20th Street. N. Y. 


Billiard and Pool Balls, 
CHECKS, 
MARTINGALE RINGS, 
BRUSHES, 
MIRRORS and COMBS, 
AT THE 
WELLING 


COMP. IVORY MFG. CO. 
251 Centre St. 
=—aes Send for the Jumbo Catalogue. 


DECKER’ S 


POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted mei 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms. 
Good second-hand tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 722 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 

















THE MOST 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World 





The J. : i , ne & Balke Co., 


No. 724 BROADWAY. 
NEWEST AND MOST ELEGANT STYLES. 

The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 years. 
Billiard Materials, (loth, Balls, Cues, &¢,, 
OF OUR OWN MANUFACTURE AND IMPORTATION. 

THE J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO., 
Cincinnati, Chicago, St. Louis and 
NEW YORK, 





BAUS PIANOS 


"tow. $ in use at the Grand Conservatory of Music. Saas. 
— Ratosainm 26 W. 23rd St., a . 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


Address Cc. F. CUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 


SU QOUEBER) IFAW Wd 














UBBER STAMPS. Best made. Immense Catalogue free 
to agents. Tue G, A. Harper Mgc. Co., Cleveland, O. 








To any suffering with Catarrh er Bronchitis who earn- 
extly dcsire relicf, I can furnish a means o: Permanent 
and Positive Cure. A Home Troatment. No charge for 
consultation by mail, Valusble Troatise Free. Certifi- 
cates from Doctors, Lawyers, Ministers, Puciness-men. 
Address Rev. T. P. CHILDS, roy, Ohio, 


A. NTDall wep | troubles quick- 

nd safely cured wit 
KIDNEY secu sistatwoon. 
Cures in seven days. Avoid injurious 


imitations; none but the Docuta gen- 
Price $1.50; half boxes, 75 cents. All 











uine. Full directions. 
Druggists. 
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EJ. Denning & Ui. 


SUCCESSORS TO 


A. T. STEWART & CO. 


(RETAIL) 
OFFER IN THEIR 


SILK DEPARTMENT 


SIX LOTS OF RLACK RHADAMES, AT THE FOL- 
LOWING LOW PRICES: 


8,000 YARDS AT $1 00; 
RECENT PRICE, $1 25 PER: YARD. 
2,500 YARDS AT $1 10; ‘ 
aye RECENT PRICE, $1 85 PER YARD. 
’ 


© YARDS AT $1 25; 
RECEN'! PRICE, $1 65 PER YARD. 


2,000 YARDS AT $3 35; 

RECENT PRICE, $1 85 PER YARD. 
4,000 YARDS AT $1 50; 

RECENT PRICE, $2 25 PER YARD. 
8,000 YARDS AT $1 75; 

RECENT PRICE, $2 '75 PER YARD. 


These goods are positively made of the 
finest stock by the most reliable Lyons 
manufacturers, and are recommended for 
wear and durability. 


6,000 YARDS OF COLORED FOULARDS, ALL THE 
NEW SHADES, IN EVERY VARIETY OF DOT, FLOW- 
ER, AND FIGURE, AT 65c, PER YARD. 

WE ALSO INVITE SPECIAL ATTENTION TO OUR 
COLORED RHADAMES AND GROS GRAIN SILKS, 
BLACK AND COLORED BROCADED SILKS, AND 
GRENADINES, WHICH WE OFFER AT EQUALLY 
LOW PRICES: 


DRESS COODS. 


SPECIAL SALE AT 50c. PER YARD. 

450 PIEC*tS OF KYBER, ARMURE, CHUDDAH, 
BIARRITZ, AND CARMELITE CLOTHS, AND PIN- 
STRIPED CHEVIOIS. THEY ARE IN WHITE, LIGHT 
TINTS, MEDIUM AND DARK SHADES AND MIX- 
TURES, AND THE MOST DESIRABLE OFFERING O-* 
THIS SEASON, BEING MUCH BELOW THE COST OF 
IMPORTATION. 

ONE CASE OF 40-INCH ALL-WOOL BLACK AND 
WHITE CHECKS AT 58c. PER YARD; RECENT 
PRICE, 75c, PER YARD. 


Fourth-Avenue Section. 
150 PIECES ALL-WOOL KYBER CLOTHS AND DE- 
BEIGES AT 25c, PER YARv, GOOD VALUE AT 85c. 
PER YARD. 


2 CASES OF TWILLED DEBEIGFS, 44 INCHES 
WIDE, AT 45c.; REDUCED FROM 60c. PER YARD. 


BLACK DRESS GOODS, 


5 PIECES ALL-WOOL DOUBLE FOLD NUN’S VEIL- 
ING AT 85c. PER YARD. 

50 PIECts ALL-WOOL KYBER CLOTH, 44 INCHES 
WIDE, 50c. PER YARD. 

1 LO’ ALL-WOOL VIGOGNE CLOTH, 44 INCHES 
WIDE, 65c. PER YARD. 


Also IMPORTED NOVELTIES in Da- 
masse, Grenadine, Brocaded Armures, 
Crepelines, Brocaded Tokio Cloth, &c. 


Broadway, 4th Ave., 9th & 10th Sts. 


Pickings from Puck. 


BEING A 


CHOICE COLLECTION 


Pre-eiti: ently Perfect Pieces, Poems and 
PICTURES FROM PUCK. 

64 Pages, Puck Size Over 300 Illustrations. 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 


Bas” Py Mail to Any Part of the World, 7hirty Cents. 











A youn lady who recently applied in New 
York for-a position as governess, was informed 
that she must give her whole time to three 
children, sleeping and eating with them, bath- 
ing them, cleaning their room, teaching them 
all the English branches, Parisian French, cor- 
rect German, perfect technique on the piano, 
elegant manners, sew for the family and have 
no “outs.” The young lady must have been 
surprised when she learned that her duties did 
not also include building the fires in the morn- 
ing, splitting kindling-wood, doing family wash- 
ing, shoveling in coal, and pulling off the boots 
of the head of the house when he came home 
weary and beery at midnight. ‘The salary was 
four dollars a week, and yet she didn’t accept 
the position. She probably thought it was 
worth four-dollars-and-a-quarter. — Norristown 
Herald 


Ir would be difficult to compress more of 
the technical language of the diamund into the 
same space than occurs in the following from 
the telegraphic report of the Boston-Cleveland 
game on Tuesday: “In the second, Sutton got 
his base on balls, went to second on Glass- 
cock’s fumble of Wise’s hot one, and took third 
on York’s wild throw-in of Morrill’s fly to left, 
only to die at the plate on a beautiful double 
play off Burdock’s grounder to Muldoon to 
Phillips to Briody.” To a woman clawing 
round over the paper to see who was dead, that 
— prove mighty pleasant reading.— Boston 

ost, 





* Mrs. Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound 
strengthens the stomach and kidneys and aids di- 
gestion. 





ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & GO. 


UNDERWEAR DEPARTMENT. 


Gentlemen’s and Youth’s Undershirts and 
Drawers (Summer Weights) in Gauze, Silk, 
Cashmere, Merino, Balbriggan, and Lisle 
Thread. 


SILK VESTS FOR LADIES. 


In Pink, Sky Blue, Violet, Cream, and 
Ecru, Gauze Merino, Cashmere, Lisle 
Thread, and Balbriggan, for Ladies and 
Misses. 





BROADWAY and 19th St. 
NEW YORK. 








NGOSTUR 





BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
An excellent appetizing tonic of 

= exquisite flavor, now used over 
qd the whole orld, cures Dyspep- 
F sia, Diarrhoea, Fever and Ague, 
# and ali disorders of the Digestive 

4 Organs. <A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a glass of cham- 
agne, and to all summ: * drinks. 
4 it, but beware of counterfeits. 
Ask your grocer or druggist for 
4 the genuine article, manufactured 
a J. G. B. SIEGERT & 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, 
(Successor to J. W. HANCOX.) 
Sole Agent for the United States. 
61 Broadway. N=W YORK. 


















Messrs. 
JAMES McCREERY & CO. 
have now open their sea- 
son’s stock of plain and 
fancy 


BLACK GRENADINES 


in Velvet, Ecosse, Armure, 
and Hernani. 

The plain Grenadines 
in all silk and silk-and- 
wool, are warranted not 
to slip or change color. 


JAMES McCREERY & CO. 
Broadway, cor. ilth St. 
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THE BIGGEST THING QUT ‘exts+ee* 


CO., 111 Nassau St., N. ¥ 
r di th . Samp th free. Add 
$5 to $20 Bras foo Ftd uae — 


THEISS’S MUSIC HALL AND ALHAMBRA COURT, 
134 and 136 East 14th Street. 
Opposite the Acudemy of Music. 


CONCERT EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 


$72 A WEEK. $122 day at home easily made, Costly outfit free. 
Address, True & Co., Augusta, Maine. 














THE PRINTING EWE. used on this publication, is 
manufactured by GEO, H, MORRILL & CO. 
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OFFICE OF “PUCK” 23 WARREN ST. NEW Y 


ORK. 





—_— 


THE BEDOUINS IN POSSESSION OF THE WELL 











“TRIBUTE FIRST—WATER AFTERWARDS!” 


MAYER, MERKEL & OTTMANN. LITH. 23-25 WARREN ST.N-Y¥ 





